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here to Scotland, to the north of England and then I moved to Luton
and here I am meeting you in this quiet place. When I saw you coming
towards us, I remarked that our Goethe mockingly called himself the
Child of the World, but you must be the Ancient of the World."
G.B.S. smiled childishly. "Your English is good, I can see, because
like all continentals you have read our good literature. When an English-
man talks about German Literature, he means Goethe and Heine, but when
he talks about English books, he means the usual detective and murder
stories which he takes to his bedside."
Both the Germans laughed and felt pleased and we passed on.
"There is something I wanted to ask you and I wanted you out of
the house," he said, stopping and looking me in the eyes. "I have been
looking at the 'Last Supper' of Clare's very closely and am convinced
that she is the person to do the sculpture of Saint Joan which I want in
my garden. Do you think that she would be willing to do it, say within
a year, I don't even mind ten years? But I have no doubt that she is the
person to do it and I will not ask anybody else."
"I think you know by now that Clare would not refuse you anything
you ask."
"Good! I have something to look forward to. It will give significance
to my home at last. Really when you think of it, there is nothing there
to make people want to come and see it when I leave it to the National
Trust."